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while there would be nothing in the nature of a scene between
them, the separation of Mary from John would take more than
one evening's dignified protest.
Meanwhile the sun began slanting its rays more and more
warmly and mistily upon the group on the terrace. The smooth
expanse of grass which separated them from the Ruins bore on its
surface now a few dark, fluctuating shadows as the light wind
stirred the elm-tree tops. The three hills of the place, Wirral
Hill, Chalice Hill and the Tor, were all behind them, and beyond
the Ruins and beyond the trees and beyond the vaporous roofs
of the town, stretched the wide, low valley where flowed the River
Brue, and where that Bridge Perilous was, into which, as Dekker
was now telling him, Arthur had thrown his sword. Dim and rich
and vague the valley stretched, covered with an undulating veil of
blue-purple mist. Orchard upon orchard, pasture upon pasture, it
sank away, the lowest pastoral country in the land of England,
lower than the level of the sea, heavy with its precious relics as
the sea bottom with its drowned ships. As he gazed at all this,
feeling more and more friendly to Mr. Dekker and more and more
hostile to Miss Drew, John began to say to himself that it was
nothing else than this very low-lying character of the country
that made it such a fatal receptacle for the superstitions of two
thousand years! Into this blue-purple vapour, into the bosom of
these fields lower than the sea, floated, drifted upon the wind,
all those dangerous enervating myths that had taken the heart
out of man's courage and self-reliance upon the earth. The True
Faith indeed! Why, the land reeked with the honey lotus of all
the superstitions of the world! Here they had come, here they had
taken refuge, driven into flight by the great dragon-beaked ships
and the long bright spears of his own heathen ancestry! And
here, caught by these fatal low-lying flats they had lingered;
lingered and clung till they grew rotten and miasmic, full of in-
sidious mind-drugging poison. God! This place must be charged,
"thick and slab," with all the sweet-sickly religious lies that had
ever medicined the world! Here like green scum over old stagnant
water courses, here like green pond weeds upon castle moats,
these tender-false mandragoras lulled to sleep the minds of the